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to me; and for the first time I felt rather ashamed of my travelling costume,
which I saw reflected in a handsome glass hung over the cloak-holders. To add
to the illusion, we at that moment were passing at full speed over a flat country,
parcelled out in multicoloured fields, sprinkled with fruit trees, which might be
taken as well for Beauce as for the Do&b.

At the end of an hour and a quarter we were at Aligurh. Our friend, having
had notice of our coming by a telegram, was waiting for us with his carriage at
the station, which is at a short distance from the town, and he took us to his
house, situated in the middle of a large and pleasant garden.

Aligurh is a little provincial town, guarded by an ancient fortress, now eon-
verted into a prison; but it is the great centre of the cotton trade of the northern
'"Doab.

;.\The next morning we again took to the railway. The country was as
mpriotonous and uniform as before. The line turns off towards the west; and
beytad the sandy horizon of the banks of the Jumna we saw rising before us the
imposing outlines of the old imperial city, the great Delhi. A few minutes more,
and we crossed the Jumna, over the magnificent tubular bridge; we passed the
ancient fortress of Selimgarh; the train stopped; " Delhi! Delhi!" shouted the
guard; and we were in the capital of the Padishahs.